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Chapter | 


Kirk shifted uncomfortably when James held up the DVD cover. "No, not this one," he said 

James arched his eyebrows. "What's wrong with this one?" 

"Nothing, Let's watch something else.” 

"We always watch what you want, and its always about the dead, the undead, the almost dead, or-" 

"No, its not 

"other shit like that. At least this has a plot that doesn't make me fall over laughing. Why not this one?" 
Kirk let his head drop on the back of the couch. He considered his standard answer, "Because," but that drove 
James crazy and he'd already stretched James's patience a few times this week For tonight he'd planned a 


quiet evening at home, with a movie and popcorn 


"Fine. Let's watch it then" 


He watched James slip the disc into the tray and fiddle with the remote. Why of all the fours shelves of 


movies-and, honestly, not all them horrors-did James have to find this one? 

Shit. 

Maybe it would be all right. He could close his eyes during the parts that would inevitably . . . Shit. 

The first hour and a half, hour and forty minutes even, had gone by without incidents; James, busy stuffing 
himself with popcorn and following the action, didn't notice anything. Then with the next camera cut waves filled 
the screen and the music blasting out if the surround sound speaker system announced another appearance of 


the predator. Kirk pushed himself deeper into the cushions. 


He pulled in his lower lip and bit hard on it, struggling to keep himself under control. It didn't work. He pushed 
himself off the couch. 


"Be right back. Bathroom," he said, escaping from the room. 
He swung the bathroom door close behind him and leaned against it. The thumping beat of his heart filled the 


small room; it almost drowned the music and the shrieks of people coming from the outside. He turned on the 


faucet and splashed some water on his face. His cheeks were burning. 
Shit. 


Avoiding his reflection in the mirror, he reached for the towel to dry off, and plopped down on the toilet. He 
hid his face in his hands. 


His body ached with the familiar longing. His hand itched; he closed it into a fist and pressed against his thigh. 


No. Not with James in the other room. 

A minute or two later, silence in the house edged into his mind. He couldn't sit here for the rest of the 
evening. He would have to go out, eventually, and the longer he postponed it, the more likely James was to ask 
questions. 

When he slogged back into the TV room, James welcomed him with an watchful expression. "Everything okay?" 
"Yeah. Everything's fine." Kirk eased himself into the soft leather next to James. 

"I stopped the movie. | didn't want you to miss this part." 


"Uh-huh." James didn't want him to miss this part. Oh the fucking irony. 


James pushed the buttons on the remote and music filled the room, the all-too-familiar crescendo. 


Fuck fuck fuck 


Kirk reached for the half-empty popcorn bowl and pulled it into his lap. His hands clutched the edge of the 


bowl as if he were about to drown and it was his life buoy. 
James shoved another handful of popcorn into his mouth. When the camera swept along the beach showing 
people running around, screaming, he reached for popcorn again, but this time his hand missed the bowl and 


landed between Kirk's legs. 


In any other situation Kirk would welcome James's fumbling hand. He would welcome it with a silly grin and an 
encouraging moan, the way it'd become their inside joke ever since their first memorable date at the movie 


theater. But right now .. . Shit. 

He squeezed his eyes shut in an attempt to block what was going on the screen out of his mind. A futile 
attempt, because he knew the scene by heart. He knew them all by heart. His memory supplied the images 
accompanying every splash, every scream, every pitch of the music. 


Blood pumped in his ears. 


James pushed the popcorn bowl off Kirk's thighs and, with unrestricted access, stroked him sliding his palm 


over Kirk's cock, teasing. 
James. He should think about James. 


James was doing it to him. James was his man. James was hot. Soon, they would go to bed, tear each other's 
clothes off, and James would fuck him so hard, he would forget all about the- 


Think about James. 

"Kirk?" James's hand froze. 
"Hmm?" 

"Is this Turning you on?" 


Oh fuck. It took him about five seconds too long to find a breath. 


"Sure," he said, trying for the seductive tone. He opened his eyes and found himself under the scrutiny of a 


blue gaze. He forced a smile onto his face. "It always turns me on when you touch me. Can't you feel?" 


"No." James shook his head and nodded toward the TV screen. "Is this turning you on?" 


Fuck fuck. Just play it cool. "What do you mean?" 


"Weird, but | noticed a connection between what's going on over there," again, James pointed to the screen, 


"and over here." He squeezed Kirk through his jeans. 
"Babe, | have no idea what you're talking about" 


"Oh fucking stop it. | know what you look like when you're getting off on something. I'm not blind, you know. This 
shark is turning you on" 


"That's ridiculous." 


"Oh yeah? Then explain to me, why every time this fucking shark shows up on the screen, your dick gets 


harder?" 


Kirk slumped lower on the couch. This was a question he hoped he would never have to answer. One that had 
been nagging him ever since he'd discovered how intense his orgasms had been after watching "Jaws." During 
the first couple of post-movie jack-off sessions in the shower he had convinced himself that it had nothing to 
do with the film. That he got horny because sometimes guys got horny. The first time he became too 
impatient to run upstairs, his hand dived into his pants right here, right on the sofa while still watching the 
movie. After that, he watched it in the privacy of his bedroom, with the blinds drawn and only when he knew 


James would not show up unannounced. 

Tonight, when the opening credits started rolling, a sinking uneasiness settled in his stomach, the kind of feeling 
you get when you go to a party with your partner and you stumble across one of your lovers-your other 
lovers, one of those guys you pick up at a bar for a quick fuck, nothing else, just to get off-and you have to 
smile and pretend everything's cool and this is not awkward at all. He knew the feeling; he'd been through a 
couple of those moments himself. Not with James, no. James was a different story. Never in the six, almost 
seven months they'd been together, had he cheated on James. Jacking off while watching a movie-not even a 
porn movie, at that-didn't count as cheating, right? 

So why did he feel like he had cheated on James? 


All these thoughts passed through Kirk's mind, while James was waiting for an answer he couldn't come up 


with. 

He dug his thumb into the cushion. "I . . " 

"So what did you do in that bathroom?" James's eyes narrowed. "Beat off?" 
Kirk opened his mouth to deny, but didn't get past, "James . . ." 


James cut him off. "You know what?" He crossed his arms on his chest and fixed his eyes back on the screen. 


"| don't even fucking want to know." Then, in a voice full of edge, he added, "You're so fucked up! 

Kirk stared blankly at the TV. The scenes kept flashing in front of his eyes, but he didn't register any of them. 
What used to bring him to the verge of orgasm, now was only blotches of color, motion, and sound, running 
together like a watercolor left in the rain. 

He blinked to keep the tears in 


Stupid fucking stupid movie. 


He wanted to curl up under the covers and sleep, but he couldn't leave James like this, without fixing things. 


He wanted everything to be okay again 


Slowly, he stretched his arm along the back of the sofa His fingers reached James's neck and started stroking 
him. James jerked his head away. 


Kirk pulled his hand back, as if he'd been burnt. The silent rejection stung worse than the words James had 
said. He wrapped his arms around himself protectively, although he didn't know from what or from whom he 
wanted to be protected. From life in general? From himself? From a relationship that seemed to have gone to 
hell in a mater a minutes? No, that was stupid. It would blow off. It didn't mean anything. 

"James?" he said in a small voice threatening to crack. 

“Shhh. I'm watching." 


Kirk scooted away to the other end of the couch, leaving an empty space between them. 


James sat motionless through the rest of the movie and the closing credits, all four minutes of them, then he 


clicked the TV off. He got off the couch, opened the DVD tray and took out the disk 


Kirk watched him balance it on the tip of his index finger, then spin it around. Seconds spread into minutes. He 
was looking for something to say, anything, to break the silence. 


Finally James said, "It was a good movie." 

What? With James half-turned away, Kirk couldn't see his face. 
James, still playing with the DVD, flicked his wrist. 

Snap! 


Kirk started. Slivers of the broken disk scattered all over the carpet, like shiny confetti. 


"Oops," James said turning to Kirk "These things break way too easy." Slowly, he opened his fists and let the 
two bigger pieces of the disk drop to the floor. 


The silence hung in the room like a curtain separating them. James drummed his fingers against the DVD shelf. 


The ten feet between them might have been ten miles as well. 

A wave of sudden exhaustion rolled through Kirk; his muscles felt like they'd been stretched to the point of 
breaking. He wanted to be somewhere else, as far away from here as possible. But for now, his bed would have 
to do. He rubbed his eyes with his fist. 

"I'm going to bed," he said. 

A curt nod was James's only reaction 

"What about you?" He squeezed the fingers of one hand in his other hand waiting for James to answer. 


James was fidgeting with a DVD box. "Not sure." 


James had perfected the art of clamping his thoughts and feelings inside him like nobody else. Sometimes Kirk 
wanted to shake him to get all these feelings out, make him talk, but not right now. Now, he wanted to sleep. 


Without another word, he climbed the stairs. 
He woke up to the faint sound of water splashing against the tiles. So James was here; he hadn't gone home. 
A few minutes later the light in the bathroom went out and the door swung open. Kirk squeezed his eyes shut. 


James crawled under the covers on the other side of the bed. With his back to him, Kirk pretended to be 
asleep. For a while nothing happened, then the mattress shifted a little. Kirk held his breath. Behind him, James 
moved closer-not close enough to touch him, but Kirk felt his warmth, felt James's body almost touching his. 


Almost. He waited for the real touch, for a kiss-if only a "good night" kiss. Pretending to stretch in his sleep, 
he pushed back a little. 


The warmth of James's breath hovered over his shoulder, then, for the shortest second, James's lips touched 
his skin Before he had a chance to respond to the fleeting kiss, with rustle of the sheets James moved away. 


Maybe it meant nothing. They were both tired, and James didn't want to wake him up, that's why. There had 
been plenty of other nights when they didn't have sex and it didn't mean anything. 


He pressed his face into the pillow to stop his mind from overanalyzing things. It'd be all better in the morning. 


The morning came too soon, with the brightness of the sun assaulting his eyelids and a rough shake on his 


shoulder. 


(tbe) 


Chopter 2 


"Wake up." 


"Mhmm. He pulled the covers over his head, trying to escape both the unceremonious shaking and the sunlight 
-of course, he'd forgotten again to close the blinds last night. 


Last night. 


The memory of the previous evening came galloping back to him and the last thing he wanted to do now was 


to wake up and face it. 
"Get up." 


He cracked his eyes open and stared at the soothing green cotton of the bedspread, before James yanked the 


covers off his face. 
"Get up. They open at nine" 


He blinked sleep out of his eyes, squinting against the sun, and sat up. James, fully dressed, towered over the 
bed. 


Kirk rubbed his eyes. "Who opens at nine?" he asked. And why the fuck was is any of his business? 
James apparently was not in the mood to provide any explanations. "Get up and put this on" 


A pair of sweats hit Kirk in the chest. A t-shirt-which James snatched from the top of a stack in the 


dresser—followed. 
"James, what's going on?" 
"Just get dressed and let's go," James said in a tone that sounded more like, "Don't fuck with me." 


He stood at the foot of the bed, hands in his jeans pockets, unreadable expression on his face. Kirk had no idea 


what time James had come to bed last night, but with the tired eyes he didn't look like he'd gotten much sleep. 


His instincts warned him that this time it would be wiser to do whatever James told him to do, so he didn't 
protest James's choice of clothes for him. He dragged the t-shirt over his head, tugged on the bottom of the 
red and yellow fabric to smooth it out. 


"Tea? Can | get some tea first?" He waved toward the counter with the kettle as they passed the kitchen on 
their way out. 


"No time for that." 


Not one word passed between them in the car. James kept his eyes on the road, paying no attention to him. 


Kirk slouched in the passenger seat, determined not to ask any more questions. 


So James was still pissed off. So what. And it's not like James didn't have his own kinky fantasies. Why was his 


shark fantasy so much worse? 


But he hadn't shared it with James on their "tell me yours and I'll tell you mine" fantasy swapping night. The 
shark was just too fucking weird to bring it up. 


Was James right? Was he totally fucked up? 
He cringed. 


He turned his thoughts towards a shower he hadn't taken this morning and a mug filled with steaming tea he 
hadn't had. 


The next thing he knew, James was pulling the car into a parking space. Kirk realized they were at the almost 


empty parking lot of the Steinhart Aquarium. 

Why here? 

A thought-more like a shadow of a thought-passed through his head. No. James wouldn't. He swallowed hard. 
James threw the money at a young man at the ticket window and swiped the change and the tickets with one 
hand. His other hand wrapped around Kirk's wrist. He dragged Kirk through the halls and exhibitions, stopping to 
glance at the directory, and then headed straight toward ... 

Kirk's stomach clenched. 

The further they walked, the more he felt like throwing up. Or running away. Or both. The feeling was all too 
familiar: a mix of anticipation and panic that always overwhelmed him right before he walked out on the stage, 


before the surge of adrenaline washed it all away and he was ready to face the crowd. 


Finally, they rounded the last corner. He stumbled as he followed James down the stairs and had to catch his 


balance on the handrail. 
And there it was. The underwater window of the shark tank. 


His knees buckled, but James clamped his hand on his shoulder and pushed him toward the window. Another 


shove and Kirk found himself forced against the glass. James pulled an arm around his chest, pressing their 


bodies together. 
"How's this?" he growled into Kirk's ear. 


Kirk wanted to respond, but words didn't form in his mouth. With his eyes wide open he scanned the tank. A 
long gray shape glided gracefully along the bottom near the other end. And another one next to it. And another. 


His mouth went dry. 
"How's this for a fucking turn-on?" James asked. 


The tip of James's tongue licked along his neck, along his jaw-a slow, wet lick that made his skin crawl with 
goose bumps. He rolled his head to the side, wanting more of it. His gaze clung to the shapes in the tank. 


With his other hand, James tapped on the glass-right next to the "Do not tap on the glass" sign-but they 
already caught the attention of one of the sharks. It circled the tank, then unhurriedly approached them from 
the side. 


The shark filled the space in front of them, its dorsal fin marked with a tear. He couldn't look away from the 
huge animal even if he wanted, and with James pressing him against the glass, there was nowhere to look 


away. Nowhere to hide from the cold stare of the tiny eyes. 
He pressed his palms against the glass. 


"Are you hard?" James whispered into his ear. His hand sneaked around to the front of Kirk's pants and 
squeezed him. "Oh yes, you are. And you know what | want to do to you, right?" 


Stemming from James's palm on his cock, a rush of heat bolted from through his body. Kirk was barely able 


to nod. 


"And | want to do it right here. With them watching you. Last night | read about sharks. What fascinating 
creatures. Did you know that some of them can have up to three thousand teeth at one time? Think about all 
these teeth, rows and rows of teeth. Does it get to you? Are you getting hard thinking about how these teeth 
can tear through your skin, through your flesh, how they can crush your bones? Is that what you think 


about when you watch your stupid little movie?" 
Kirk's mouth parted; he was breathing faster now. 


"Look at it." James clasped his hand on the back of Kirk's head and forced his forehead to the glass. "It will 
watch while | get deep inside you and fuck you, fuck you until you whimper and come, the way you always do. 
You are so beautiful when you fall apart for me." James breathed into his ear. "| don't mind sharing you. Now 


you can fall apart for him." 


Kirk-his mind in a whirlpool, barely able to process what James was saying, other that James was going to 
fuck him, now, here-jerked when James scraped his teeth along his jaw, but James had him nailed to the 


window with his body. 


James traced the outline of Kirk's ear with his tongue. "| forgot lube," he whispered with his lips against Kirk's 
ear, "so it might hurt a little." His tongue flickered inside Kirk's ear. "I'm sorry." 


But he didn't sound sorry at all. 
The glass in front of his face steamed up with his heavy breaths; he swiped his palm marking a clear path 
across the condensation and strained to look inside. Yeah. The shark was there, cruising along the walls. Its 


watchful eyes stared at them each time it passed by. 


James hooked his hand behind the waistband of Kirk's sweats and yanked them down to his knees in one go. 


Then slipped his hand between Kirk's thighs. 
"Spread them," he said. 


Kirk imagined himself the way he looked from the other side of the window: face flushed, beads of sweat on 
his forehead, dilated pupils. Unable to move, exposed-like a prey. 


A moan escaped his mouth. Yes, oh god, yes. 
James shifted behind him, pushing his knee between Kirk's thighs. "Spread them more." 
"Wait ... Wait" Kirk toed off one sneaker and fumbled out of a leg of his pants. He licked his dry lips. 


James closed his hand over Kirk's mouth and forced a finger inside it. Kirk sucked on it, around it, fucked it 
with his tongue. James pulled it out and slicked with Kirk's own spit, slipped down the crack of his ass. 


Kirk jerked when the finger pushed inside him, then relaxed, dragging air through his nose. The finger moved 
back and forth, stopped, then moved again, slower then faster, with no rhythm, it gave him nothing to hang on 
to, nothing to anchor him to the feeling. He couldn't let himself go. He wanted more. Needed more. Was 
desperate for more. 

The words slipped out of his mouth, urgent and frenzied, "James, please." 


At first, no response from James came, only his rasping breath. Then a hasty scrape of a zipper. 


James lifted Kirk's leg onto a narrow base of the window, ten, maybe fifteen inches off the ground. Kirk 
pressed the inside of his thigh to the glass, opening himself, exposing himself more. 


James's fingers dug into his hips; James's cock pressed against his ass. 


His eyelids fluttered while James pushed and pushed and pushed inside him, and it should have hurt, and maybe 
it did but there was no room for any other sensation in his brain, but the feeling of James filling him. 


At first, the pleasure wasn't there. It was coming, though, he knew; every nerve ending in his body expected it. 
His hands grew hot against the cold glass; his mind was floating in the haze of anticipation 


He held his breath. 


Finally, buried inside him all the way, James stopped, and with him the world around stopped, too. The shark, 


approaching them headlong, seemed to hover like a still frame of a movie. 
A split of a second later, it flipped its tail. 


The water in the tank rippled. Kirk blinked. No, he knew that was only an illusion, but it seemed like with that 
flip of the fin, the shark set the world-and James-back into motion. 


James thrust into him again and again. The foggy feeling of approaching pleasure hit him like a storm coming 


from far away, only to unleash its full force and trap him inside. 


The wall of glass holding back the wall of water pulsated like a living being itself, in rhythm with James moving 


inside him. 

James slipped one hand around Kirk's waist to stroke his cock. 

Kirk pressed his forehead to the glass. His chest bumped into it with every thrust. He imagined it shattering, 
letting the shark free. He imagined slick, cold skin brushing against his own. Instinctively, he reached his hand 
out to touch it. 


Then James's frantic pace inside him became even faster, less coordinated with his hand stroking Kirk. Kirk's 
eyes followed the shark around the tank The muscles inside him tingled at the building up pressure. 


James's breaths turned into grunts in his ear. "Fucked-up-you're-so-fucked-up-" 


Another thrust pushed Kirk into the glass again as the long shape approached them. His vision and all his 
thoughts focused on two things: the shark and James. 


And as if the two were driven by one mind, the shark opened its mouth flashing its teeth and in the same 
moment James's teeth bit into Kirk's neck, obliterating the boundary between his mind and his body, between 
the imagination and the reality, between James and the shark. 


James became the shark. 


Kirk squeezed his eyes shut. He wanted to push the pleasure back, to delay it, but he'd lost the last shreds of 
control over his body. A strangled whine escaped from his throat as his muscles clenched. Clawing his fingers, 
he shuddered and came all over the glass. 

Closed in the cocoon of his own sensation, he let James fuck him, until, with another grunt, James came, too. 
They stood leaning on each other, trying to catch a breath. James closed his arms around Kirk, held him tight. 
Kirk rested his cheek against the glass. They should be back at home, back in the warmth of their bed, 
snuggled together, falling asleep. 


Soon, the fog in his head began to clear up. The cold glass send splinters of shivers through his body. James 


relaxed his grip around him and in the next moment the warmth of James's body was gone from behind him. 
The calm and distant voice brought him back for good from the land of afterglow. "Hey, pull your pants up." 


He peeled himself off the glass and reluctantly looked over his shoulder. A few steps away from him James 
was zipping up and tugging his shirt into his jeans. 


"The show's over," he said. 


The reality hit Kirk like a ridge of icy water. He reached for the waistband of his sweatpants. Balancing on one 
foot, he struggled to fit the other one into the tangled material. 


(tbe) 


Chapter 3 


Now he wished it'd never happened. He wished last night had never happened. Feeling his cheeks growing hot, he 
yanked the pants up. He wished James had never happened. 


No, that wasn't true. 
Maybe not, but right now, he damn wished James would leave him alone. He wanted to be as far from James 
as possible. He wanted to crawl between the sheets, close his eyes, and not remember. And not think where 


they were going from here. 


By the time he finished lacing his sneaker, dragging it as much as he could, James was already halfway up the 
stairs leading to the main hallway. 


"You coming?" James asked over his shoulder. He didn't wait for an answer. 

Kirk didn't move. 

"Not sure," he whispered, to himself rather than to James, who had already disappeared around the corner. 
Did James even care anymore? 


Kirk looked at the glass splattered with his come, marked with his sweaty fingerprints. He felt just as dirty. 


Even the water in the tank didn't look the clear emerald green it did when he first saw it. Now it seemed just 


dirty. 


It was a miracle nobody walked in on them. What the fuck was James thinking? What the fuck was he himself 
thinking? 


Trudging up the stairs, he passed a young woman. The tag on the green blouse of her uniform read "My name 
is Ina" She gave him a pleasant smile, the kind of "Can | help you?" smile. 


He doubted anybody could help him now. With a forced grimace that was supposed to resemble a smile, he 
hurried his step past her. 


Five minutes. Five minutes ago, he had James's dick in his ass and with his pants around his ankles he was 


shooting come all over the window. 
If she had showed up five minutes earlier . . . Jesus. 


He found his way to the exit, praying for no more encounters with the Aquarium employees or anybody else. 


He pushed the door open and leaned against their frame, taking in gulps of fresh air. He wished James had 


already left without him, but when he reached the parking lot, James was sitting inside the car, drumming his 
fingers on the steering wheel. He didn't look at Kirk when Kirk climbed in Kirk sank into to seat and closed his 


eyes. Just as well. 


James drove in silence, exceeding every speed limit on the way. When he peeled into Kirk's driveway, Kirk pulled 


on the door. 
James's voice stopped him from smashing the door shut: "Wait." 


James kept his eyes fixed on the row of orange rhododendrons leading up to the front door. In the silence Kirk 


found himself unable to walk away. 

"What?" he finally said. He regretted the impatient tone the moment the word left his mouth. 

"Hl call you later." 

"Whatever." He swung the car door shut. 

His hands were shaking-he dropped his keys, trying to fit them into the lock-but he didn't look back. He was 
already inside, leaning against the closed door and breathing hard, when he heard James pulling out with the 
screech of tires. 

Shower. 


God, he needed a shower. 


Hot, almost scorching water washed the dried out come and sweat off his skin, but inside, he still felt dirty. He 


scrubbed himself over and over again, wishing he could as easily scrub his thoughts off his mind. 


Wrapped in a cotton robe, with his hair still dripping water, he collapsed into the comfort of his bed. It smelled 
of James. He hated the smell. He hated it, hated, hated. 


He couldn't bring himself to change the sheets. 

He spent most of the day in bed, with Darla curled next to him. She guarded him and he guarded his cell phone 
on the pillow next to him, waiting for James to call. With each passing hour, when James didn't call, he hated 
himself more and more-for waiting, for thinking about him, for missing him. 


How the fuck would he face James in the studio tomorrow? 


He rolled over, away from the phone, and squeezed his eyes shut. 


Call him, he told himself. But call him and what? 


H, its me. You wanna get some take-out and come over? We could watch a movie. 
Fuck. 


He tossed himself on the bed, his thoughts swirling. Finally, he made a decision. He grabbed the phone and 


punched in the numbers. 
"One Masaman Curry, one Tofu Salad," the voice at the other end repeated his order. "Will that be all?" 
Fuck James. For good measure, he threw in an ice cream dessert to the order. 


Following the lead of his stomach, he walked downstairs to the kitchen. He set the kettle on the stove when the 
door bell rang. He swiped two twenties from his wallet and pulled the door open "That was quick, here-" He 
froze. 

Leaning against the doorframe stood James. 

I'm not that cheap," he said, eyeing the money. He shifted his gaze to Kirk 

Kirk's heart jumped. "I thought you were food. Uh, food delivery." He crumpled the notes, not sure what to do 
with them, then stuffed them in his pocket. "| ordered some Thai. For dinner," he added. He brushed his hair 
out of his face, then gestured vaguely towards the kitchen "Do you ... Do you want to come in?" 


"Sure." 


James walked past him into the kitchen and helped himself to a beer. This was a familiar routine, at least. Kirk 
desperately wanted to go with the familiar. 


"You hungry?" he asked, looking at the top button on James's shirt. "| ordered some-" 
"Thai. Yeah, you said that" James leaned a hip against the kitchen counter. 


Kirk parked himself on the other side of the kitchen island. His gaze followed the white and silver veins 
zigzagging through the marble countertop. He drew a finger along the thickest line. 


"They make good curry at this place," he said. 
"Kirk! 
Abandoning the safe exploration of his countertop, he dragged his eyes up to face James. 


James set the bottle down. "Stop with the food. I'm hungry, too, but that's now why | came." 


"Then why did you come?" 
"Oh, so now | need a reason?" 
Kirk didn't answer. 


James reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a small square package. He slid it across the counter 


toward Kirk. "For you." 

"What is it?" 

"A gift. Open it." 

Kirk stopped himself from rattling it like a kid trying to figure out the content from the sound it made. He 
picked at the tape running across the blue and green striped paper. James brought him a gift. Must have 
wrapped it himself, too, because it was a well-known secret that James couldn't wrap anything and make it look 


half-decent. 


He had to unwrap layers of paper before he tore off the last of it to reveal a DVD box: Jaws. The Collector's 
Edition 


And right under it-two annual passes to the Aquarium. 
He ran his thumb along the edge of the box, then searched out James's eyes. "James?" 


James shrugged; a shy smile curved his lips. "| wasn't sure which one you'd like better-the fake one, or the 


real one. So take your pick." 


"But..." He tried to bend this mind around what it meant. He didn't say anything more because James was 


behind him, wrapping his arms around him. 
After a long moment of silence, James said, "| love you.” 


Unable to move in the tight hug, barely able to draw air into his lungs past the lump that had grown in his 
throat. 


"| love you," James repeated. "All of you." He rubbed his mouth against Kirk's hair and kissed the side of his 


forehead. "| love whatever sits inside there, fucked up or not." 


Kirk wriggled and James eased his bear hug for a moment, letting him turn around. Kirk pressed his face into 


the worn-out fabric of James's shirt. The warmth, the smell, the curve of James's body fitting so well with 


his own-it all felt right. 


"| love you too," he said. 
James smiled. 


A warm and brief touch of lips on his neck. The brief kiss changed into a sucking kiss, then a wondering kiss 
that moved up along his neck-moved torturously slow for Kirk's taste, before finally, oh yes, finally, it reached 
the corner of his mouth. He offered his mouth eagerly, but James pulled away. Kirk's eyes were already 
closing, and it turned out too much effort to keep them open, and why would he want to keep them open 
anyway when a hot breath skated across his eyelids, and sealed them shut. James's lips were close, so close 


he could feel the skin, almost, as it glided against his cheeks, his nose, his forehead, his own lips. 


A moaned whisper of need rose from inside him. He parted his lips to let it out, but James's lips were already 


there, already closing around his mouth. 


"Which one should we keep?" James asked with his mouth against Kirk's lips, nodding toward the DVD box and 
the tickets on the counter. 


"Mhmmm . . * Kirk teased his tongue into James's mouth again, then pulled away. He felt loved. He felt brave. 
"How about we keep them both?" 


The full of teeth grin that spread across James's face carried the promise of the beginning of something new 


and even more exciting. 


(end) 


